THE BRONTES

years before his death Charlotte frankly detested him and
avoided speaking to him or being in the room with him
if she could possibly help it. Then came Emily, in com-
parison with whom Charlotte was a chatterbox. Under
that silence burned the fire of pure genius. She wrote one
novel, and died at the age of thirty. Anne, the youngest,
was gentle and pious. She wrote two novels, and neither
she nor they would have aroused the slightest interest had
she not been the sister of her sisters. She died at the age
of twenty-nine.

All four of them scribbled voluminously before they
were in their teens: romances and poems poured from
their infant pens. Their mother died when Charlotte
was only five years old, and her sister, Miss Elizabeth
BranweU, came from Penzance to these bleak moors of
Yorkshire to look after them. She lived chiefly in her
bedroom, took snuff and wore pattens in the house. Their
father was the son of an Irish peasant farmer. His real
name was Brunty, and he had managed (no one knows
how) to get a University education. He wrote two
romantic novels and two books of poems, all of which he
managed to get published. They are quite unreadable.
The incomparable Tabby, helped by the girls, did the
entire work of the house. It was a very small Parsonage
on the edge of the moors, with two sitting-rooms, one of
which was Mr Bronte's study: the other served as sitting-
room and dining-room for the rest of the family, and
there, as children and to the end of their lives, they
planned and wrote their books.

All four of them while still hardly out of their teens
took situations as tutor and governesses. The girls de-
tested these situations, and came back for their holidays to
the grim little Parsonage as if to Paradise. Two of them,
Charlotte and Anne, brought back with them copy for
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